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As ſome who did Fr Ry! Counſels firſt advance, 

To blind the World, have rail'd in Print at France, 
Thus do the Clergy at your Vices baw], 

That with more Eaſe they may engroſs them all. 
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8 a long Sword and ſcarlet Cloaths, 


With Stock of Impudence and 9 
Of late! as much hid Cowardice ; 8 


| So fable Rayment covers Vice : 

| As tho' Religion was Deccit, 

| And only meant to coyer Cheat: 
| I many Inſtances could cite, 


But this rare TA L E ſhall prove it right. 


IN Her $ Days a valiant Knight, 
Renown'd for many a glorious Fight, 
Tranſacted here i in Civil Jarrs; 

But more with Harry i in the Wars : 


5 i A's. 
* Henry V. 
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Had quitted Diſcontent and Strife, 


To lead in Eaſe his latter Life; 
Near Norwich City did reſide 
In Joy abundant, with his Bride ; 
His Dw clling Houſe, ſix Miles from thenee 
He founded at his own Expence; 3. 
N 0 ſtately Fabrick mounted high, 
With Cupola to reach the Sky, 
Vet grand it look'd, and very neat, 
Wi th uſeſul Ornaments replete ; ; 
In this he liv'd in rural Eaſe, 


Had ought that might his Fancy pleaſe ;\ ; 
His Fields and Ponds afforded Sports 


Beyond (to him) the Toys of Courts. 

The Country round rang with his Fame, 
But really I've forgot his Name. 

Well, as he'd neither Son nor Daughter, 


(And Charity i is paid hereaſter) 


To leave lis Wealth to when he dy'd, 
He built « little Church beſide; Y 


And 
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And many neighb'ring Poor each Day 
Reſorted there to Worſhip pay; 


Nor was his Goodneſs here wit th-held, 


He did a little Convent build; 
13 welve Friars, Franciſeans, fan d for Grace, 
Dwelt with one Abbot i in the Place, 


And were allow'd all meet and good 


For ſuch a little Brotherhood. 


But two of them could ne'er agree, 

VAE. Friar Text and 7 mothy : 1 
85 In proper Place 1 ſhall preſent 
The Reaſon of their Diſconteat 


ALL Ch chit Grace the Mind or Mein. 


Was in our Knights fair Lady ſeen, 


He' quite ador'd the beautcous To: R 
Whoever faw her felt the Flame; 
Her Eyes were * but when ſhe ſpoke, 


Then ſure the Ten Commandmenty broke ! ! 


They 


(6) 


They in the Conyent ev r Y Day, 


Their Morning Mattins came to ſay, 


All when they did their Patron ſee, 
Paid their Obeiſance mannerly : 
But Friar Timothy, and Text, 
Moft to the Lady paid Reſpect; 


She much admir'd their humble Mind, 


And out of Gratitude look'd kind, 


As Timoth Y was oft” neſt bent, 


To him her Smiles ſhe oft neſt lent ; 
And no one could her Conduct blame, 


Fos mil: ing on ſuch Men as them. 


From Fraud What State of Liſe is ſure? 


And thoſe have moſt who ſeem moſt pure. 


Won't ev'ry Occupation cheat ? 


In ſhort, Mankind j is all Deceit. 
But who in Holy Orders are, 


Orc might 1 imagine had no ſhare : 
For where Religion pure does center 


No Vice of any fort can enter: 


But 


J 


But our two Fr rs, to be plain, 


Few Godly Thoughts did entertain ; 
Their Heads with Notions vile were cram d, 
And luſtful Inclinations damn'd ; 


They thou ght the Lady had Intent, 
Something beyond meer Compliment: 


But Text grew falous of his RO; - 


This rais d their Hate to one another; 


For he obſery'd the Knight” $ fair Lady 


To ſmile on Tim was always ready ; ; 


: This made poor Text almoſt to whimper, , 


For ſeldom he cou'd gain a Simper : 


"Twas Death alone that cou'd aſſuage 
Their boundleſs Stock of inward Rage. 
7. ext pluck'd up Coura ge for to do' t, 


And quite gave oyer the Purſuit; 


Then whiſper'd round the Houſe in Spite, 
That 7 imothy had horn'd the Knight; 


Tim all the Matter calmly knew, 
And hop'd ser long it would be true; 


Once when the Knight a Hunting went, 


A tender Letter, folded neat. 
When Madam ſaw't, in great Surpriſe, 
She cry d, I can 't believe my Eyes; 


5 ; How various were her T houghts upon' t! 
Surely, „ CT y'd ſhe, my Spouſe han't don't 


To try my Virtue! I ne'er knew 


($ ** 5 — 

For ill with humble Carriage he V. 
T he Lady ply'd aſſiduouſly, v. 
* caper'd for what Text had done, | 80 
And thought the Lady all his own; 4 T 
And now, quoth he, ſuppoſe Il end | aq 
A Letter by ſome truſty Friend, | v 
T ſhall with Gladneſs be receiv d; B 

a (80 much his Vanity deceiv d) LS 


A Billet-doux he wrote ard ſent, 


With all ſoft, loving Words replete, 


The Friar's Name here, tis a Bubble, 
To bring the pious Man in Trouble; 


That ever he ſuſpicious grewʒ „„ 
With 


(9) 


| With much Concern ſhe did remain, 

| Until the Knight came home again. 

| When he return'd, and Dinner over, 

She calmly did the Note diſcover; 
The Knight enrag'd, f wore, rav d and tote, 
Ne er was he in ſuch Wrath before. 
Was it, cry d he, by any ſent, 

But him, I ſhould be more content ; 

Who'd think ſuch Lewdneſs could be found 
Conceal'd beneath that Rey' rend Gow n! ! 


„ ˙ OTIS 


Tall my Charity repent; 
Then ſullen to his Chamber went, 


8 3 n 8 
e eee CCI 


And for ſome time alone he fate, 
A due Revenge to meditate. 

At length a T hought came in his Head, 5 
No way ſo ſure as kill him dead. N 
His Lady came, my Dear, cry d ſhe, 
Pray don't in ſuch a Paſſion be; Y 


I hope you think of me not ill? 
No, cry'd the Knight, nor never will. 
B Then 


2 
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Then caſt your Diſcontent away, 
She cry d, and look as uſual, gay ; 


The Friar wrote it not; no doubt 
We foon ſhall find the Author out, 
How, cry'd the Knight, enrag'd again, 5 
1 know his Hand, the Matter $ Plain. 

But you, my Dear, ſhall to him write, 
Acquainting him, tRis very Night, 
I muſt to Town to meet a Friend, 

And there a Day or two ſhall ſpend, 
That if at þ welve a Clock he” 11 wait, : 
John at that Time ſhall ope the Gate; 
The Chamber Maid too ſhall be by, 
To ſhew him in which Room you lie; 0 
There tell him you will him receive, 
With all the Tranſports Love can give. 

The Lady took her Knight's Advice, 


And wrote the Letter in a trice, 


Then ſent it Timothy with ſpeed, 
Which he receiy d with Joy indeed ; 


. 
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1 
And when the Time appointed come, 
The Knight poſſeſt his Lady's Room, 
And ſhe was moy d a Story higher, 
| All to deceive the lech'rous Friar. 
| The Clock ftrikes Twelve, the Gate John Oper, 
There ſtood the Friar enjoying Hopes, 
| His Beard new ſhay'd, his N ight- cap clean, 
His Shirt the fame, perſum d had been; 3 
| Then Abigail the Chamber-maid, 
1 T he Friar in the Room con vey d, 
=1 Then did as order” d by the Knight, 
1 And left him 0 ithout any Light. 
= 2 thought all this her Modeſty, 
Then ſtraight began to toy and ſce; 
| My Lady fair, he cry'd, take this, 
| And eager did the Knight; $ Hand kiſs, 
ö Then did ſome tender Words expreſs, 


And then began for to undreſs, 

But ſoon comes John with Candle lighted, 
Which terribly the Friar ſrighted, 

1 B 2 Then 
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(1) 
Then roſe the Knight, proyok'd to Ire, 
And by the Collar ſeiz'd the Friar, 


| Then round his Neck a Halter threw, 
Whilſt John « one End, he t 'other drew ; 
This way before he cou'd repent, 8 

8 0 Hell or Heay'n the Friar was fent. 


'T he Knight his Rage by this abated, 
And more religious Thoughts created ; 


: Ye Gods, he cry'd, what have I done ! ! 


Shall I the Hands of Juſtice ſhun! 
And Jom w AS full as much perplex' d, 
And greatly his Aſſiſtance vex 5 
The Knight had ſoon a T hought in's Head, 


Which ſomewhat did allay his Dread; 
Said he, Jof take the Ladder tall, 


And place againſt the Convent Wall, 
th 1 take 0 id Tim upon my Back, 


5 When you” re got up you fhall him ta ke, 


1 ＋ hen turn thic Ladder t'other way, 


And in the 3 ard the Friar convev, 


Then 
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T hen ſeat him! in the Little-houſt, 
To Bed then creep ſoft as a OY S 


So faid, to finiſh'd, John obey'd, 
And on the Seat the Friar convey Ix 


In uſual Form then i in he went, 

5 Forgot the Ladder, mark the Event : 

Now be it known, that Friar Text, 

Who was W ith Griping much perplext, 

Did through the Yard his Courſe purſue, 


To do what none cou 'd ſor lim do, 


5 Andi in his Road the Ladder ſpy d, 


| O, ho! ' this 18 Tim: 8 Work, he cry q, 
He s with our Lady now, no doubt; 


God grant the Knight may find! it out. 
Advancing 1 nearer to the Vault, 
He ſomething ſaw that made him halt; 


For Cynthia s Luſtre brightly ſhone, 
And ſhew'd upon the Seat a Man; 
Approaching nigher, to deſery 

Who 'twas, ſoon found it Timothy. 
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But, ah, alas! 'twas all ; in vain; 
Then louder cry'd, d'ye tantalize me, 4 
: Quickly have done Tim, J adviſe ye: 85 N 
Wou' dſt have me all defile the Yard ? | 
: wil not be from the Vault debar 6 
What, you II not ſpeak ? Tl make you tho”; 


| Which hit poor Tim upon the Head, 
Who fell a ſecond time down dead. 


But gone he ſound him, void of Breath, 


O had'ſt thou where I thought thee been; 


| Cry'd Text, then I had ſav d the Sin. 
1 hen he tranſacted his Affairs, 


5 With Cranium quite full of Cares; 5 ö 


He call d, repeated, call'd again, 0 3 7 
1 
* 


Then at him did a Brick-bat throw, 


E Text to him ran, with Horror fll'd, 5 E 
He thought he had his Brother killd; a 


Then to his Mouth clapt cloſe his Cheek, 


"Pe try if he could breathe or ſpeak, | 


GG . r e 
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With every other Sign of Death; 


Quoth 
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e ee eee 7 e et e ; . 


(ts) 


Quoth he, I think I'll take thee oer 
The Wall, and {et thee at the Door. 
Well, ſo he did, then back he came, 


His Canin conſcious of the Shame. 


On! ! who can lull their Mind to Reſt, 


5 That” s troubled with a guilty Breaſt: 

Up roſe the Knight, and call'd up Joon, 
Who full as much his guilt thought on; 
Cry'd he, gO to the Wall there, pauſe, 

And liſten if thou hear'ſt a Noiſe. 
Down Stairs went John, and ope'd the Door, 


T hen Flump came ſomething on the Floor. 


He back to's Maſter ran with ſpeed. 

Who to ſee what it was agreed ; 

[ But when they came, what did they ſee ! * 
ö That lifeleſs Lump, Friar 7 imothy : 

| How came he here ? the Knight then cry d; 
Tue Devil brought him, Joby reply d: 


_ OO 


And if that fails we'll lay all by. 
. Go ferch the Stallion to the Door, 


He neer can do much Ser vice more, 


With Age, on him we'll faſten Tim. 


Straight to the Stable hurry'd John, | 
And i in the Time that he was Sone, : 
5 The Knight was very buſy getting 


(16) „ 


And if what J imagine's richt, on 
He will the Houſe haunt every N icht. 3 
F 01 


Well, faid the Knight, we'll one way try. 


His Joints are feeble, Eyes are dim 


Some Armour, for the Friar fitting; 

For he had ſeveral Suits of that ; ; 

At laſt he found one, fitted pat. 

With Stallion John came back in haſte, 


1 5 T hen on his back the Friar they brac d, 
His Head piece claſp d, his Beavor bold, 
His Launce he 41 
Before him Pi l Ceed in Caſes, 

8 His Trey! Gown Shirts ſery'd well for Baſes 3 


in Right-hand hold, Y A 


Don 


(17 ) 
Ui on Quixote like, arm'd Cap-a-pee ; ; 
[ © dreaded nothing more than he. 

he Knight ſet out the Horſe a Trot, 
or as they thought, he d Gallop not ; 
| ithout Attendance, Page, or Squire, 
i 0 ſeek Adyentures went the Friar. 
iT his done, the Maſter and the Man, 
Went cas d of Fright to Bed again. 
Now turn thy Eye, my Muſe, and next 
Obſerve how Matters went with 7; ext. 
| His Conſcience ſtung, nor could he find 
A Bed or up his Peace of Mind. 
; |Quoth he, I ſhall be hang'd, I doubt, 


For Murder always will come out; 


{I'd not die yet: Suppoſe 1 run, 
That way alone My: Death I ſhun, 


N 0 w be it known, ne'er half a Mile, 
And over m a Ditch and Stile, 


3 
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The Baker liv'd, who every Day 


Brought Bread, and nick'd the time to pray, 
Thro' pure Religion, ſo the Knight 
To do kim Kindneſs did delight ; 

And as he ſery d him regular, 
A Preſent made him of a Mare, 
To carry to the Mill his Corn, 
| Which on his Back before was borne. 


This Text chought on; I wiſh, quoth he, 
| The Baker'd lend that Mare to me; 
- For with her, er that Phæbus —..— 

1 might a many Miles be gone: 

1 lucky Thought ; BY) make a Trial; 

My Gown inſures me from Denial. 


So Ditch and Dike he all ran through, 
And being fat, the Sweat ran too ; 


As much he trembled as the Trees, 


Whene'er they quiyer'd with a Breeze; 


Nor 
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(19) 
Nor dad he dare to look behind, 
For fear he Timothy ſhould find. 
At length he did the Houſe explore, 
The Baker call'd, and thump'd the Door. 
Hearing of Friar Text s Voice, 
It made the godly Man rejoice; 
He let him in, cry 'd, will you cat; 
Here, wipe your Pace ; Lord, how you {wear. 
I wal k'd apace, I'm fat and ſtout, = 
Cry'd Text, but this T came about ; 9 5 


— Market Day, lend me your Mate, . 


And what you want II bring from there; 


The Moon ſhines bright, I love to ride 
And thank thee too, the Baker cry'd ; 


But I believe it han't ftruck three, 
L hope you won't go inſtantly ! 
Yes, Text reply'd, the Air's ſerene, 
So ſoon I ſhall by few be ſen. 

T1 ext with him w ent into the Stable, 


So tir'd he was, he ſearce was able; 
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When ſhe was ready up he got, 
His Meſlage took, then made her trot. 
As he jogg d on it made him grin, 


Te 0 think he did the Baker fling; 
— 1 Fears did ſomewhat now ſuſpend, 


He thought his 'Troubles at an End. 
Quoth he, I'll unto Norwich go, 


(And very well the Road I know) 


For Layman' s Habit change my Gown, 


Then ſoon II hie to London Town, 
There get a Place, and F ootman be, 

In ſome religious Family. 

At diſtance of bout half a Mile, 


Seeing the Convent, made him Smile; 


III live no more, he cry'd, in you, 


5 Forever, Brothers all adieu. 


Thus he jogg'd on, when ſuddenly, 


Hearing a Noiſe, he turn'd his Eye, 


And faw in Armour one purſue him, 


Gallopi:s hard to get up to him. 
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Advyancing nearer, he cou'd ſee 


Plainly enough 'twas Timothy. 


The Stallion ſcented now the Mare, 


And ftrain'd each Joint to get at her. 
Lord, cry'd out Text, what ſhall T do, 
; For 77 Tim himſelf does me purſue! 
Perhaps he is reſtor'd to Senſe, | 

And me purſues for Recompence ; ; 
The Mare fhall go with all her Might, 

TH try and get out of his Sight. 


She ran apace, with whip perplext, 


While Duſt was laid with Sweat of Te ext, 
The Stallion neighing did purſue, 

But for his Age cou'd not get to; 

Thus held Six Miles to Norwich Town, 


Tin both was almoſt gallop'd down, 
Up many Streets they held the tame, 
The People to their Windows came, 


Surpriz'd to ſee an armed Knight, * 
Expecting ſoon a bloody Fight; | 


At 


(22 ) 

At length to add to Text's Pain, 

He rode into Turn-ag ain Lane, 

No getting out but at the ſame 

Ent” rance in which he came. 
Up comes the Stallion, claps his Legs 
On Text's Arms, who prays and begs 3 
Oh, for God' $ fake don't run me through, 

-” But ſerve me juſt as 1 ſervd you! 

The Stallion made Tim's Armour ſhake, 

And Friar Text with Terror quake; 

1 thoug] it you murder'd was by me, 

| Cry'd Text: O help, help inſtantly. 

On this ſome People to 'em came, 

Who parted ' em, and cry'd out Shame : 

One took hold of the Stallion's Head, 


: Looking at Tim, cry d, Zounds, he 8 dead; 


How was they all ſurpriz d to view, 
And find the Matter very true. 
Who did this Action, one Man cry'd? 
Said Text, twas me, by me he dy'd. 
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Then he was took, to Goal-he went, 
And t'other to his Grave was ſent. 
Text made Confeſſion very true, 
But bout the Horſe he nothing knew, 
His warrant came, he was to die, 
Great was the Crime in all Mens Eye. | 
The Knight heard this, and went with ſpeed, 
-- And laid before the King the Deed. 


Tz How aggravated he was to it, 


| Andey ry Jot that made him do it. 


The King, who well his Honour knew, 
Gave him his Pardon, and John too, 
From Priſon did the Friar releaſe, » 
Who once again cnoy'd his Place. 
Free'd all Three by his Royal Word ; 
And ſtill the Story's on Record. 


FINIS. 
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